




































































































2 

"Yet tarry my son ’till the burning noon passes, 
Let boughs of the Lemon tree shelter thy head; 
The juice of ripe Muscadel flows in my glasses. 
And Rushes, fresh pull’d for thy Siesta are spread, 
Ah! nay courteous father right onward I rove. 

No rest hut the grave for the Pilgrim of Love . 

































